AT HOME
January eighth^ 1920, 11.30 p.m.

THIS is undoubtedly the last entry I shall make in my
journal until after our return from abroad. The day has been
confusingly crowded with last-minute duties. I hope I have
not forgotten anything of importance. Joyce and I are leaving
to-morrow for Philadelphia where the wedding occurs on
the morning of the eleventh. The time is growing short.
I am very restless to-night, and in need of diversion. To
be quite frank, I might not otherwise be writing this. I have
no inclination to read, I am not sleepy; besides, I told Joyce
I would wait up for her, hoping it might encourage her
return at a reasonable hour. She has gone somewhere with
young Masterson.
There is no need for anxiety about the successful manage-
ment of affairs at Brightwood during my absence. The staff
is harmonious, loyal, efficient; and Nancy is at the helm.
Nancy has given her full approval of my plans. There has
been no constraint. I am glad of that.
I find that for many years I have been assuming that
Brightwood, without my constant oversight, might promptly
disintegrate* Of course I haven't been vain enough to say
that to myself in so many words, but the bare fact that I
have never felt free to take an extended vacation is proof
that I felt the hospital could not get along without me.
It occurred to me to-day, after interviewing several mem-
bers of the staff, that it wouldn't matter much if I never